
The Tragedy of Hamlet 

craw ling betweene earth and heaven ? we are arrant 
leeve none of us, go thy waies to a Nunry. Where’s vn> lu 
Ophel. At home my Lord. «« syourfather? 

Ham. Let the doores be (hut upon him, 

FareweT^ the foole n0 where but in's owne houfe r 

Ophel. O helpe him you fweet heavens. 

/Wlf thou doft marry,Ile give thee this plague for thvdow 
ry , be thou as chafte as Ice, as pure as (now, thou fhalt notefcX 
calumny, get thee to a Nunry, farewell. Or if thou wilt needs mar 
ry, marne a foole, for wifemen know well enough what monfters 
you make of them rto aNunry, goe, and quickly too, farewell. 

Ophel. Heavenly powers reftore him. 

Ham . I have heard of your paintings well enough: God hath gi- 
ven you one face, and you make your felves another, gig and am- 
ble, and you lift you nickname Gods creatures , and make your 
wantonnefle ignorance ; go too,Ile no more on’t,it hath made me 
mad : I lay we will have no moe marriages, thole that are married 
already all but one (hall live, the reft fhall keepe as they are : to a 
Nunriegoe. Exit. 

Ophel. O what a noble minde is here orethrowne 1 
The Courtiers,Souldiers,Scholars,eie,tongue,lvvord, 
Th’expe&ation andRofe of the faire ftate. 

The glafle of fafhion, and the mould offorme, 

Th’obferv d of all obfervers, quite, quite downe. 

And I of Ladies moftdeje<ft and wretched. 

That fuckt the honey of his Muficke vowes ; 

Now lee what noble and moft loveraigne realbn 
Like fiveet bels jangled out of time, and harfh. 

That unmatcht forme and ftature of blowne youth 

RIafted with extalie. O woe is me 

T’ have leen what I have feen , fee what I lee ! Exit. 

Enter King and Eelenius. 

King. Love ! his afte&ions doe not that way tend. 

For what he Ipake, though it lackt forme a little, 

W as not like madnes,there’s fomethingin his lonle 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And I doe doubt the hatch and the difclofe 


(Prince of Denmark^ 

\Vj,! be force danger ; which for to prevent 

o5£i» a*** 


oWy the Seas and Countries dift< 



Whereon his Eraines ftillbeating> 
pics him thus from falbion of himTelfe. 

What thinke you on’t? 

Sgfiomnegleaedlove: hownow OphcUa. 

You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet faid. 

We heard it all: my Lorddoe as you pleafe. 

But it you hold it fit? alter the Play 
Let his Queen-mother all alone entreathim 
To Ihewhis griefe ; let her be round with him. 

And Hebe plac'd ffopleafeyon) m the eare 
Of all their conference : if me find him not. 

To England fend him, or confine him where 
Your wifdome beft (hall think. 

. It (hall befo, , , 

Madnefle in great ones muft not unmatcht goe. J 

Enter Hamlet, and three of the Players. 

Ham. Speake the fpeech I pray you as I pronounc d it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue; but if you mouth it, as many of our 
Players do, I had as lieve the Towne-crier fpoke my lines: nor do 
not (aw the aire too much with your hand, thus, but u(e all gent y , 
for in the very torrent tempeft, and, as I may fay , whirle- wind or 
your paflion you muft acquire and beget a temperance that may 
giveit fmoothnefle : O it offends mee to the (oule to heare a ro- 
buftious Perwig-pated -fellow teare a paflion to totters , to very 
rags, to fpleet the eares of the ground- lings, who for the moft part 
are capable of nothing but inexplicable dumbe fhewes and noife: 
I would have fuch a fellow whipt for ore- doing Termagant, it out- 
Hereds Herod, pray you avoid it. » 

Play. I warrant your honour. 
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